MABEL : Very well, thank you, Mr. Rosel.

ROSEL : That's right.

MABEL : Mr. and Mrs. Sales. Mr, Rosel.

PHILIP and DOLLY : How dVou do ?

ROSEL : Pleased to meet you.

JIM : I'm sorry If you've been dragged all this

way down here.

ROSEL : Oh, that's all right.

MABEL : How's Mrs. Rosel ?

ROSEL : She's keeping pretty fit, thank you very
much.

MABEL : Hasn't been to see me for ever so long*

ROSEL : No* she's had a lot to do lately.

JIM : Yes.

MABEL : Now we'll be off and leave these two.

ROSEL : Don't let me-----

DOLLY : No,  no.  Our flat's just underneath,
We're going to have tea.

ROSEL : I see. Good-bye, Mrs. Barcaldine. I'll
tell Doris I've seen you.

MABEL : Do. Give her my love, won't you ?

Good-bye.

ROSEL (to the SALES) : Good day to you.

PHILIP and DOLLY : Good afternoon.

{They drift out, closing the sitting-room door after
them.

ROSEL : Your wife's looking a bit pale.
JIM : Yes3 she is.

ROSEL : Now look here, Barcaldine. I'm going
to have this matter settled once and for all.
JIM : Well, go on.
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